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and  Ballads.  The  book  now  appears  without 
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he  himself  expressed  a  desire  to  omit.  We 
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Meantime,  in  all  reverence,  we  give  to  the 
public  Seumas  O'Kelly's  first  collected  book 
of  verse  exactly  as  it  left  his  hand. 
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To  my  Sister, 


THE    SHOWMAN 

Brown  ballads  of  Connacht, 
Grey  ranns  of  the  sidhe, 

What  dreams  the  folk  cradle 
A  way  by  the  sea  : 

These  all  be  my  chattels, 
My  pack  is  folklore — 

So  step  up  the  gangway 
A  nd  sample  my  store. 

Prime  songs  of  good  thinkers, 
The  spells  of  wise  hags, 

The  caoining  of  mourners 
And  shuilers  in  rags ; 

There's  praise  for  the  shearers, 

For  wind  in  a  sail, 
The  joys  of  the  thatcher, 

A  madwoman's  tale — 

For  such  be  my  rhyming 
(My  trumpet  I  blow  !) 

Now  step  up,  kind  friends,  to 
My  Connacht  Peep  Show. 


THE    SHEARERS 

O  GATHER  in  the  foolish  lambs 
And  round  up  all  the  ewes, 
My  shears  I've  whetted  on  the  stone 
And  swift  the  good  day  goes. 

The  blades  are  on  the  panting  sheep, 
She  quivers  at  each  clutch, 

But  I  must  think  of  bawneens  white 
And  friezes  soft  to  touch. 

How  can  I  heed,  O  patient  one, 
Your  bleats,  your  eyes  of  gloom, 

When  still  and  heavy  shuttles  hang 
Upon  the  silent  loom  ? 

The  carded  woollen  petticoats, 

As  crimson  as  the  sun, 
Must  woven  be  by  Michaelmas 

Before  new  flax  is  spun. 

The  eager  hands  of  women  wait 
By  warping-bar  and  reel 

And  soon  the  wild  bird  in  the  night 
Will  hear  the  flying  wheel. 


Last  night  I  stood  upon  the  hill, 
The  stars  spoke  Eire's  mind, 

And  all  her  poets  were  at  work 
For  songs  were  in  the  wind. 


O  shearers  of  the  cunning  pens  ! 

The  stars  are  never  dim 
And  golden  must  the  fleeces  be 

That  grace  a  queenly  limb. 
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THE    TINKER 

THE  fall  of  the  road  before  my  feet 
And  my  eyes  on  the  hills  of  Clare, 
I  sling  a  good  budget  on  my  back 
And  figure  at  many  a  fair, 
While  at  cry  of  strife 
Or  shout  for  a  life 
My  wattle  sings  red  through  the  air. 

I  buy  a  game  herd  of  donkeys  young 
And  gallop  them  up  Galtee  Mor, 
I  cheat  all  day  and  I  shout  all  night 
And  fine  women  kiss  by  the  score — 

If  you  travel  there 

You'll  soon  be  aware 
That  I'm  the  talk  at  every  door. 

On  the  brows  of  hills  poor  spalpeens  dig 
With  their  backs  to  the  virgin  dell, 
By  foot  and  spade  black  famine  they  fight 
Till  they're  worn  as  thin  as  a  shell — 

I  shout  *  Dig  away, 

Give  blood  to  the  clay 
Or  they'll  roast  your  old  skin  in  hell.' 

O  the  world  is  full  of  fools,  I  cry, 
As  I  travel  the  lord's  smooth  lawn, 
For  weasels  hide  away  in  the  walls, 
Rabbits  quake  in  the  burrowed  bawn 

And  earls  in  their  beds 

Loll  drunken  old  heads 
Their  castles  like  tombs  in  the  dawn. 
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I'm  like  the  wind  on  winding  roads, 
I  whistle  along  all  the  day, 
I've  a  wife  to  praise,  a  loaf  to  share, 
On  the  heights  above  Dublin  Bay — 

And  now  for  the  ground 

Of  Ireland  around 
While  the  larks  all  welcome  the  May ! 
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THE    CABIN    HUNTER 

HERE'S  Cauth  the  Hunter  up  the  hill 
As  merry  as  a  thrush, 
So  many  heads  to-day  will  nod 
And  many  cheeks  will  blush. 

She  flashes  by  the  laughing  stream, 

An  agitated  shawl ; 
My  soul,  strange  dreams  to-night  we'll  dream, 

Our  faces  to  the  wall. 

Her  head  bobs  over  Peg's  half  door, 

Now  she  steps  in  primly ; 
Well,  'tisn't  many  prayers  she'll  pray, 

Seated  at  that  chimney. 

A  bag  of  news  she'll  surely  shake 

At  Peg  the  Gossip's  hob — 
Look  at  the  seeing  eyes  she  has 

And  her  almighty  gob  ! 

The  wonders  of  the  baronies 

Warm  in  her  blood  like  wine, 
There's  scandal  in  the  feline  back 

She  arches  by  the  fire. 

Her  hands  move  in  the  angling  way, 

She'd  fish  your  shrinking  soul, 
Your  new-born  thought  she'd  coax  and  steal 

And  tease  and  paw  and  roll. 
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Sure  if  the  Lord  on  Judgment  Day 
Beholds  the  hearts  Cauth  wrung 

He'll  scourge  the  Hunter  on  the  track 
She's  blazing  with  her  tongue. 


THE    FISHERMAN 

MY  eyes  on  the  stars 
God  hangs  out  for  me 
I  sing  in  the  wind 
As  I  put  out  to  sea ; 
And  I  pity  the  farmer, 
His  heart  full  of  care, 
As  he  stumbles  behind 
His  beasts  from  the  fair. 

The  herrings  flash  by 
On  the  side  of  the  wave 
And  I  think  that  the  life 
Must  be  cold  as  the  grave 
Of  the  weary  stone-breaker, 
Head  bent  to  the  clay, 
Down  a  little  dark  boreen 
Stone-breaking  all  day. 

His  feet  in  red  earth, 
Black  crows  over  his  team, 
The  ploughman  he  ploughs 
The  gurth,  seam  on  seam, 
While  I  cleave  the  green 
And  blue  waters  fair 
With  the  wind  for  my  team 
And  white  birds  in  the  air. 

And  groping  along 
Dim  pastures  by  night 
The  shepherd  must  move 
Like  one  without  sight — 


He  stoops  to  the  ewe, 
I  hear  a  lamb's  wail 
As  I  rise  on  the  billow 
And  put  over  the  sail. 

The  dreary  dark  fiddler 
I  pass  without  pay 
As  he  begs  at  the  market 
For  what  can  he  play  ? 
The  bow  on  his  string 
No  music  can  bring 
Like  the  voice  of  the  sea 
Can  caoin  and  can  sing. 

All  the  men  in  the  meadow 
Half  stripped  in  the  sun, 
Toil  at  the  late  harvest 
And  pray  when  'tis  done — 
While  I  mark  the  tide 
That  goes  to  reap  me 
Fresh  store  from  the  length 
And  breadth  of  the  sea. 
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THE    BARD    ON    THE    BODACH 

WHO   HAS   DENIED   HIM    HOSPITALITY 

MAY  a  messenger  come  from  the  High  Place 
of  God 

To  bear  up  your  soul  to  a  Throne — 
But  a  robber  be  robbing  him  on  his  way  back 
And  your  fall  be  as  dead  as  a  stone. 

May  your  tables  be  laden  with  jewels  and  gold 
And  your  hands  be  upon  them  for  proof — 
When  the  devil  whips  in  by  your  beggarly  door 
To  tear  your  red  soul  through  the  roof. 


A    FIDEOG    PLAYER 

OFIDEOG  player  by  the  lake" 
How  do  you  such  music  make, 
Where  do  you  find  songs  to  sing 
On  your  fideog  all  the  spring  ? 

Sometimes  near  and  sometimes  far— 
In  the  grass  or  by  a  star — 
One  came  with  a  linnet's  wing, 
Many  did  the  night  owl  bring. 

Water  lapping  by  my  boat, 
Mag-gag  of  a  nanny  goat, 
Mem'ry  of  a  Mummer's  band — 
All  are  music  to  my  hand. 

When  the  blackbird  or  the  thrush 
Sleeping  in  the  lilac  bush, 
Waken  with  a  freshened  throat 
I  dance  by  and  catch  the  note. 

Little  winds  make  plaintive  stir 
In  the  lonely  hillside  fir, 
Songs  come  whistling  by  a  wall — 
There,  or  anywhere  at  all ! 

When  the  water  in  Kilmeen 
Leaps  upon  the  pebbles  green 
I  come  with  the  silent  moon 
And  fish  out  my  little  tune. 
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Daffodils  gold  bonnets  wear, 
Then  I  pipe  a  dancing  air ; 
Love  songs  waken  in  my  reed 
When  red  poppies  flush  the  mead. 

Now  I've  found  my  sweetest  tune- 
Oh,  you'll  hear  it  very  soon — 
And  you'll  see  her  shining  eye 
When  I  pipe  it  by  and  by. 

If  some  morning  I  wake  up 
And  look  in  a  buttercup 
There  to  find  no  song  to  make 
I'll  sink  down  in  this  Gray  Lake. 


THE    BALLAD    OF 
THE    TWELVE    MARYS 

THE  old  hag  hobbled  on  the  floor 
Then  drew  the  bolt  back  from  the  door 
When  twelve  dark  figures,  Marys  all, 
Young  maidens  wearing  each  a  shawl, 
Made  entry  to  the  hovel  dim 
With  faces  pale  and  halting  limb. 

They  lit  green  rushes  as  the  stroke 
Of  twelve  o'clock  upon  them  broke 
And  each  one  then  a  place  did  take, 
Like  mourners  at  a  solemn  wake, 
Bending  above  a  shroud  that  hid 
A  thing  shaped  like  a  coffin  lid. 

The  aged  hag  a  strange  rhyme  said, 
Swaying  about  her  ragged  head ; 
She  beat  her  hands  upon  her  breast, 
Calling  a  curse  from  east  to  west, 
Upon  the  man  of  woman's  womb 
Who  wronged  a  maid  now  in  that  room. 

She  named  each  Mary,  one  by  one, 

And  when  the  twelve  names  all  were  done 

A  silence  fell  upon  the  place 

And  then  was  lifted  up  a  face — 

A  youthful  face,  reluctant,  shy, 

That  spoke  a  man's  name  with  a  sigh. 
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"  A  sheaf  of  corn  lies  in  that  bed," 
The  woman  of  the  magic  said  ; 
"  It  sprang  from  seed  in  virgin  earth 
And  from  the  hour  of  favoured  birth 
Was  tended  by  the  man  that  now 
May  stricken  be  from  heel  to  brow." 

Twelve  rushes  we  have  burned  to-night, 
Twelve  curses  now  upon  him  light, 
Twelve  Marys  on  their  bended  knees 
Twelve  plagues  do  pray  his  limbs  to  seize, 
Twelve  winds  above  his  bones  may  play 
And  twelve  sods  on  his  head  we'll  lay. 

He  wound  the  shroud  about  the  corn 
And  in  the  cold  light  of  the  morn 
A  secret  grave  made  on  his  lands 
And  laid  it  down  with  trembling  hands 
While  tears  upon  it,  hot  as  fire, 
Fell  from  the  eyes  of  Mary  Dwyer. 

"  Now  when  the  good  corn  buried  here 
Rots  with  the  progress  of  the  year 
So  will  the  mortal  days  he  tells 
Be  numbered  by  our  holy  spells, 
And  when  it  moulders  in  the  clay 
Then  will  his  soul  have  passed  away." 

Within  the  circuit  of  that  time 
Hugh  Cloran  from  his  kiln  of  lime 
Was  carried  home  by  dark-faced  men 
And  women  caoining  through  the  glen, 
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While  some  told  stories  of  a  spell, 
Of  how  it  came  and  how  it  fell. 

Upon  the  path,  her  breast  on  fire, 
Was  seen  the  form  of  Mary  Dwyer ; 
She  threw  the  cloak  back  from  her  head, 
Her  widening  eyes  upon  the  bed, 
Where  lay  the  stricken  form  of  Hugh, 
His  cheeks  so  white,  his  lips  so  blue. 

Upon  her  arm  she  felt  a  touch, 
And,  turning  round,  she  saw  a  crutch 
Make  signs  across  the  empty  air 
Above  a  crouching  figure  there  : 
It  was  the  hag  of  Evil  Eye 
Who  leered  and  made  a  meaning  cry. 

"  Hush,  women,  for  his  heart  beats  still, 
He  may  recover  by  God's  will," 
A  man  of  knowledge  whispered  low 
Who  felt  the  pulse  beat,  fitful,  slow ; 
And  from  the  house  without  her  cloak 
The  figure  of  the  young  girl  broke. 

With  eager  steps  and  eyes  of  flame 
Up  to  the  secret  grave  she  came 
And  delving  in  the  yielding  clay 
Like  some  wild  thing  she  tore  a  way 
Until,  still  fresh  within  its  shroud, 
She  raised  the  sheaf  and  cried  aloud. 

She  said,  "  The  people  now  may  give 
Great  praises,  for  young  Hugh  will  live  !  " 
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Then  joyous  to  his  house  she  fled 
And  standing  there  beside  his  bed        • 
Held  up  the  sheaf  of  golden  corn 
And  looked  upon  the  hag  with  scorn. 

The  eyelids  of  the  stricken  man 
Trembled,  then  slowly  they  began 
To  show  the  orbs,  where  living  sight 
Grew  'customed  to  the  dawniug  light ; 
And  raising  up  his  head  there  broke 
A  cry  that  of  some  terror  spoke. 

He  stared  at  Mary  Dwyer's  young  arm, 
His  eyes  were  filled  with  strange  alarm  ; 
A  wind  that  whirled  across  the  door 
Played  lightly  on  the  corn  she  bore 
And  in  his  sight  the  sheaf  was  cast 
To  shapes  fantastic  by  the  blast. 

"  My  God,  look  at  that  grinning  head," 

The  man  in  his  delirium  said ; 

"  Look  at  the  ribs  that  naked  rest 

Where  once  there  burned  a  young  man's  breast, 

Behold  the  limbs  that  lately  trod 

Behind  the  plough  upon  the  sod  !  " 

"  The  white  bones  dangling  by  the  side 
Were  once  the  arms  of  manly  pride, 
The  eyes  have  dropped  out  from  a  head 
Where  signals  of  great  love  were  read, 
And  where  the  tongue  much  passion  spoke 
Now  leering  teeth  grim  humour  poke. 
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"  O  Mary  Dwyer,  why  do  you  stand 
Holding  thee  in  your  trembling  hand 
A  skeleton  from  out  the  grave — 
May  Christ  my  sinning  soul  now  save 
For  in  these  bones  I  likeness  see 
To  my  own  shape  and  destiny !  " 

He  fell  back  on  the  pillow  white 
And  from  his  eyes  there  died  all  sight 
While  Mary  Dwyer  swooned  by  the  bed 
And  I  have  often  heard  it  said 
That  in  the  hag's  low  mocking  moans 
Was  heard  the  rattle  of  dead  bones. 
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THE  THATCHER 

A  CRY  from  the  wild  geese  on  the  wing 
Was  heard  in  the  clouds  last  night — 
God  send  it  brought  to  all  reaping  men 
A  thought  of  the  thatcher's  might. 

The  touch  of  straw  on  a  rising  roof 
Fresh  skill  to  my  hands  would  bring, 
While  songs  would  trouble  my  clearing  throat 
Like  awaking  birds  in  spring. 

In  the  barn  I  praised  all  yesterday 
The  swing  of  the  thrasher's  flail 
And  1  stood  by  sallies  near  the  lake 
To  welcome  the  wind's  low  wail. 

0  farmer !  heed  well  that  warning  voice, 
Make  warm  the  walls  of  your  house, 
And  your  barley  sheaves  now  gather  in — 

1  hear  the  cry  of  the  grouse. 

And  I  dreamt  last  night  that  God  flung  down 
Flame  ladders  from  clouds  on  high, 
So  I  climbed  where  angels  tended  me 
New  planets  to  thatch  the  sky. 


THE    LAZY   WALL.    I 
THE   WIDOWER 

FIVE  black  years  since  I  sat  here  before 
Browning  my  skin  by  the  Salthill  shore- 
Above  all  the  women  on  the  wall 
Sat  Ann,  a  queen  in  her  purple  shawl ! 
How  long  the  days  since  that  bitter  May 
We  laid  poor  Ann  in  her  House  of  Clay. 


Was  sun  ever  warmer  on  the  bay 

Or  people  more  pleasant  than  to-day  ? 

She  does — to  me — twice  this  blessed  morn — 

That  cailin  smiles.     Her  hair  is  like  corn. 

In  spite  of  Ann — of  God — of  them  all — 

To-night  I'll  kiss  her  mouth  by  the  wall  ! 
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II. 

AN    SEAN-FHEAR 

ONE  step  a  minute  is  what  I  take, 
Fair  and  easy  my  limbs  I  do  shake, 
The  pipe's  gone  out  on  me  unbeknown — 
Ach,  I'll  leave  it  so  and  walk  alone. 
And  I'll  think  of  nothing  at  all  besides 
The  hooks  I've  dangled  out  in  the  tides. 

Roaring  drunk,  shipping  seas  every  tack, 
Red  Joyce  sails  by  in  his  crazy  smack, 
Beating  down  the  bay  to  Kinvara 
With  turf — and  dew — from  Conamara. 
The  wind's  gone  round — in  a  squall  'twill  break- 
So  maybe  I'll  smoke  at  Paudeen's  wake. 
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III. 

THE    REVOLUTIONARYI 

BIG  guns  I'd  mount  at  mouth  of  the  bay  f 
And  make  it  the  world's  first  waterway ; 
Canals  I'd  cut  through  the  level  land, 
See  chimneys  belch  fire  on  every  hand. 
The  pomp  of  Spain — silks,  galleys  and  wine — 
All  that  but  froth  on  the  storm  of  mine. 

A  Custom  House  with  pillars  and  tower 
Would  rise  where  the  Claddagh  hovels  cower, 
Great  chimes  should  ring  and  searchlights  out-flash, 
And  liners  the  waves  out  there  would  thrash. 
I'd  make  it  Europe's  first  port-of-call  .  .  . 
Hello,  they've  elbowed  me  off  the  wall ! 
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IV. 

PATSY   NA   MALLACHT 

NOT  a  spring  is  working  in  ma  gear, 
Once  I  could  take  this  wall  like  a  deer ; 
Hand  me  the  stick — quick,  you  dirta  brat 
A  blooda  gale  !  Run  after  ma  hat — 
Uff,  this  stone  I'm  on  is  like  a  knife, 
And  no  one  cares  if  I  lost  ma  life. 

The  curse  of  God  is  upon  that  sea, 

And  the  wind  is  east — more  pains  for  me. 

May  the  devil  choke  that  brawling  gull 

Screeching  out  there  and  her  bella  full ! 

.  .  .  Thanks,  ma'am,  I  didn't  come  here  to  die, 

Your  vera  fresh  cockles  I  won't  buy. 


V. 

THE   MAID   OF   ALL  WORK 

I'D  love  to  see  a  terrible  squall 
Scatter  that  rookery  off  the  wall — 
The  old  lads  quaking  on  shaky  pins 
And  ladies  sporting  their  speckled  shins. 
How  many  pans  did  I  fry  to-day  ? 
Only  Herself  and  the  fire  could  say. 

It's  a  house  for  cormorants  we  run — 
Gobbling  and  gobbling  from  rise  of  sun — 
They'd  eat  old  Babs,  her  baths  and  her  bones,- 
Then  lie  like  rags  all  day  on  the  stones    . 
Ah,  that's  his  whistle  down  by  the  gate  ! 
Dear  boy,  a  mo  ...  Hobby  horses  ?     Wait ! 


VI. 

THE    TRAM    HORSE 

HEIGHO,  back  and  forth  again  to  go 
And  I  won't  get  time  my  wind  to  blow  ! 
The  cobbles  are  strewn  with  sand  and  shells 
Over  them  clang,  clang  our  hateful  bells  : 
Ding-dong,  up  the  hill,  keep  to  the  track, 
The  whip  is  out  when  the  trace  is  slack ! 

Oh,  why  can't  I  stand  and  nod  and  dream, 
For  my  forty  winks  in  Heaven  seem  ? 
To  close  my  eyes  and  behold  Up  There 
No  track,  no'  street,  and  no  moody  Square- 
But  weary  old  mares  in  cloaks  and  shawls 
Droning  all  day  upon  lazy  walls. 


VII. 

A    PINCH    OF    SNUFF 

WELL,  as  I  was  saying  yesterday 
We  were  lucky  getting  in  the  hay ; 
Himself  was  sick,  but  sure  John  was  there 
And  Patch  sold  very  well  at  the  fair. 
Cogar — Breedh  is  sure  of  old  Myles  Lynch. 
Two  hundred  rich  acres  .  .  .    Have  a  pinch  ? 

Oh,  as  to  the  shop,  and  trade,  and  beer. 
Thank  God  we  never  had  such  a  year ! 
A  good  many  fine  old  neighbours  died — 
(All  their  wakes  we  sorrowful  supplied). 
I've  a  side-car  now  .  .  .  Achah  .  .  .   Oh,  Jim  ? 
Well  I  think  I'll  make  a  priest  of  him. 


VIII. 

THE    COCKLE    SELLERS 

NOW  take  that  vessel  and  come  with  me, 
I  saw  the  man  was  drowned  in  the  sea, 
Washed  on  the  rocks.    (Cockles,  fresh  cockles  /) 
Oh,  slender  and  young,  red  fiery  locks — 
Leapt  in  from  the  cliff  without  a  cry, 
His  eyes  glare  at  the  sky.     (Fresh  Cockles  !) 

Nine  days  since  he  paced  Fair  Head  above 

All  in  the  sun  with  his  lady  love. 

Ah,  they  parted.     (Cockles,  fresh  cockles  !) 

She  wept,  but  he  was  silent-hearted. 

I  wonder  will  she  ever  forget 

The  sun  which  that  day  set  ?     (Fresh  cockles  !) 
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IX. 

THE    SHANACHIE    TELLS 

ANOTHER    STORY 

ONCE  upon  a  time  near  our  townland 
This  vision  came  of  a  fun'ral  band  : 
Coffins  of  gold  and  eiach  silver  hearse 
Had  a  breast-plate  with  a  shining  verse, 
While  all  the  proud  mourners  on  the  march 
Would  reach  from  here  to  Saint  Peter's  arch. 


As  sixteen  coffins  went  by  Kilcar 

A  flaming  spear  leapt  up  to  a  star — 

A  sign  that  the  men  who  lived  in  death 

Were  those  who  had  drawn  the  hero  breath : 

England  had  bullets  and  burning  lime 

But  Ireland  has  names  that  march  with  Time. 
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THE    STONE    BREAKER 

NO  kind  earth  may  I  ever  sweeten 
Nor  seed  to  its  growth  ever  cast : 
O  for  strength  at  plough  or  at  harrow 
Or  art  for  the  sail  in  the  blast ! 

My  back  to  the  sun  all  the  daytime 
And  my  head  o'er  the  hateful  heap : 
My  world  is  the  flint  and  the  limestone, 

0  harsh  is  the  harvest  I  reap ! 

The  rise  and  the  fall  of  the  hammer,^ 
And  no  share  in  the  life  around — 
No  ear  for  the  bird  or  the  ballad, 

1  hear  but  the  one  dulling  sound. 

"  A  man  without  heart  in  his  hammer," 
A  tinker  cried  out  going  by — 
I  watched  him  swing  down  on  the  wide  road 
And  gave  him  my  curse  for  reply. 

What  thought  could  he  have  of  my  toiling 
As  on  to  his  wand'rings  he  went, 
Of  the  hours  of  my  aching  sorrow, 
Of  a  back  now  broken  and  spent  ? 

I'm  but  an  old  man  on  the  roadside, 
Stone-breaking  for  bread  all  the  day, 
Waiting  the  last  fall  of  the  hammer 
And  God  then  to  call  me  away. 
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THE    SPINNER 

AS  whirring  went  my  spinning  wheel 
The  sun-gold  threads  of  light  I'd  steal, 
Weaving  them  on  the  winding  reel, 
And  I  sung  all  day  of  the  coming  Shrove 
As  my  love  of  light  I  wove. 

But  a  proud  girl  from  the  hills  away 
Has  lured  my  Sean  over  Galway  Bay ; 
She  came  across  one  Shrovetide  day 
And  oh,  she  did  him  sore  bewitch 
With  kine  and  fields  of  clover  rich. 


But  I'll  dry  my  eyes  and  bind  my  hair 
And  turn  me  to  my  bitter  share 
On  the  narrow  road  where  I  must  fare, 
While  every  skein  I  weave  or  wind 
I'll  deem  a  shroud  my  love  to  bind. 

When  song  my  bosom  now  would  swell 
I'll  take  me  from  the  sea  a  shell, 
My  heart  to  learn  its  wild  song  well, 
And,  oh,  my  moaning  low  I  make 
As  the  thread  to  my  wheel  I  take. 

Six  blessed  candles,  tall  and  white, 
I'll  put  me  by  against  the  night 
I'll  no  more  heed  the  world's  sad  light, 
And  when  the  keeners  come  to  cry 
O  let  my  love  deep  buried  lie  ! 
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As  whirring  'neath  my  spinning  wheel 
The  sun-gold  threads  of  light  I'd  steal, 
Weaving  them  on  the  winding  reel, 
And  I  sung  all  day  of  the  coming  Shrove 
As  my  love  of  light  I  wove. 
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A    CLADDAGH    MAN'S    STORY 

NAN  was  pale  and  her  little  dark  head 
Lay  for  months  in  pain  on  the  bed ; 
I  knew  she  was  low  the  August  day 
The  white  Friar  robed  to  bless  the  good  bay- 
That  was  the  year  my  boat  the  Sean  Bhean 
Headed  the  fleet  with  the  holy  man. 

No  wish  had  I  to  stray  from  Nan's  side, 

I  tarried  until  the  pale  girl  cried 

And  begged  me  with  her  pitiful  face 

In  the  herring  fleet  to  take  my  place  : 

I  lay  a  father's  kiss  on  her  eyes 

And  reached  the  fleet  at  the  anchor's  rise. 

Our  bows  were  awash  in  winding  shrouds, 
A  grey  fog  hung  from  the  broken  clouds, 
As  up  the  mouth  of  the  bay  we  stood, 
The  sun  spilled  out  like  a  pool  of  blood, 
And  I  felt  some  sudden  weight  of  woe 
Just  as  the  white  Friar  rose  at  the  prow. 

I'm  child  of  the  sea,  the  bay  I  knew, 
But  all  that  hour  was  strange  to  my  view : 
The  priest  leaned  down  from  an  angry  sky, 
The  beat  of  unseen  wings  laboured  by, 
The  yawls  pitched  heavy,  out  of  the  gloom 
The  Friar's  chant  rose  like  the  voice  of  doom. 

I  bowed  my  head  by  the  tiller  shaft 
As  on  the  waves  a  blessing  he  cast 
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And  he  prayed  that  God  it  might  well  please 
The  fish  in  the  sea  to  grant  increase ; 
A  voice  cried  up  in  the  straining  jib 
And  something  fluttered  under  my  rib. 

A  bright  fish  leapt  from  its  shining  bed 

And  my  heart  leapt,  too,  as  this  prayer  I  said : 

"  O  Son  of  Mary  walking  the  seas 

Put  healing  in  this  day's  land  breeze !  " 

And  then  I  saw  in  a  sculping  wave 

The  narrow  mouth  of  a  little  grave. 

Hugh  stood  hard  by  the  gate  of  the  lock 
As  we  berthed  our  boats  there  in  the  dock — 
The  hang  of  his  arms  down  by  his  side 
Told  me  he'd  never  make  Nan  his  bride. 
I  touched  his  arm  but  I  spoke  no  word, 
He  raised  the  eyes  of  a  sea-lost  bird 
And  sighed,  "  The  breath  went  out  of  her  clay 
Just  as  the  white  Friar  blessed  the  bay." 
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CASTLE    O'NEILL 

(After  the  Irish) 

THE  love  in  your  dark  eyes  has  weakened  my 
senses. 

What  fruit  did  you  come  from  this  orchard  to  steal  ? 
Oh,  harps  haunt  the  branches,  all  birds  are  carousing 
Since  you  winged  to  me,  bright  love,  from  Castle 
O'Neill. 

Away  with  us  now  to  a  priest  on  the  mountains, 
Where  plover  are  nesting  we'll  lie  in  the  dew ; 
No  spell  did  I  know  till  you  came  to  me  pleading, 
And  your  voice  was  as  sweet  as  the  merry  cuckoo. 

At  dawning  of  summer  we  two  will  adventure 
Away  to  an  island  I  know  in  the  West ; 
O  splendid  the  rapture  we'll  bring  to  that  harbour 
When  your  young  heart  lies  close  to  my  answering 
breast. 


My  beauty  I  hear  all  the  men  give  their  praises 
But  your  words  are  with  me  by  warp  and  by  reel, 
Ah,  if  your  proud  mother  the  gold  ring  denies  me 
May  I  soon  help  to  shroud  her  in  Castle  O'Neill. 
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MAD    SARAH 

IN  whistling  days  of  gusty  March 
Red  devils  ride  the  wind, 
Their  champion  prances  by  the  larch, 
His  youngsters  tear  behind. 

And  now — look  out ! — his  brimstone  wife 
Comes  belting  down  the  hills, 
Her  teeth  grip  fast  a  flaming  knife, 
With  that  she  children  kills. 


Last  night  I  saw  a  woeful  sight : 

She  danced  on  tillage  land, 

Her  legs  tossed  shreds  of  grey  moonlight, 

While  blight  fell  from  her  hand. 

She  laughed  behind  the  cabin  door 
The  day  my  baby  died, 
And  now  she  paces  by  the  shore, 
My  Paudeen  by  her  side. 

She'll  lead  him  down  to  Killnamack, 
Och,  there  I  hear  her  moans — 
Ah,  God,  she  bares  his  little  back, 
Her  breath  is  on  his  bones. 


THE    LITTLE    BRANCH 

A  CRY  comes  in  the  wind  betimes 
Or  stirs  her  broken  sleep 
Of  Padraic  whom  the  hurlers  stole, 
But  now  she  does  not  weep, 
For  Pex  is  getting  old,  so  old, 
She  never  counts  the  days 
And  people  going  by  her  door 
Don't  understand  her  ways. 

But  long  and  long  ago  she'd  tell 

Of  the  child  the  sheeog  took — 

The  Little  Branch  the  hurlers  come 

One  Samhain  night  to  pluck 

A  band  of  pipers  from  the  hill 

Came  down  that  windy  night 

And  music  strange  made  at  her  door 

Unseen  to  human  sight ; 

When  Padraic  rose  up  from  his  dreams 

A  light  shone  in  his  face, 

It  lured  him  by  the  dim  boreen 

And  to  the  hurling  place. 

The  sheeog  hurled  for  his  soul, 

One  side  a  team  is  blue, 

The  other  decked  in  gossamer 

And  neither  a  shadow  threw. 

So  up  and  down  the  wind  they  went, 

Marking  the  flying  ball, 

While  all  the  time  Pex  dreaming  lay, 

Held  in  a  magic  thrall. 
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At  last  Saint  Brendan  touched  her  eyes, 

She  saw  the  open  door, 

And  knew  the  handsome  child  had  gone 

On  whom  she  set  such  store. 

She  saw  him  on  the  brown  hillside 

Among  the  flashing  hosts, 

And  heard  a  cry  of  "  Goal,  a  goal ! " 

With  shouts  and  lusty  boasts. 

She  hurried  by  the  boreen  dim 

And  made  the  Holy  Sign 

As  all  the  hurlers  on  the  hill 

Fell  into  marching  line. 

" Mo  Phaisdhin,  back  !  "  Pex  wildly  cried, 

But  then  the  hosts  had  passed, 

And,  lo,  the  child  was  swept  away, 

All  in  a  fairy  blast ! 

A  cry  comes  with  the  wind  betimes 
Or  stirs  her  broken  sleep 
"Of  Padraie  whom  the  hurlers  stole 
But  now  she  does  not  weep, 
For  Pex  is  getting  old,  so  old, 
She  never  counts  the  days 
A  nd  people  going  by  her  door 
Don't  understand  her  ways. 
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A  MOURNER  OF 
THE  FAMINE  DAYS 

I'D  have  no  fear  if  silent  men 
Came  tramping  to  our  door ; 
I'd  meet  them  with  the  Holy  Sign 
When  they  your  coffin  bore, 

I'd  stand  the  lid  outside  the  door 
So  all  who  went  our  way 
Might  bow  the  head  and  to  their  God 
A  prayer  for  your  soul  say. 

No  words  I'd  speak  at  your  waking 
(Who  all  your  heart  had  seen !) 
But  they'd  tell  your  story  over 
And  praise  you  in  a  caoine. 

And  in  Saint  Brigid's  holy  ground 
I'd  see  the  turned  sod 
And  kneel  with  neighbours  round  about 
While  priest  spoke  words  of  God. 

No  blessed  candle  now  have  I 
No  winding  sheet  outspread, 
My  wasted  arms  alone  are  here 
To  shroud  the  outcast  dead. 


A  waking  with  unfriendly  stars, 
No  caoining,  not  a  sound, 
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While,  och,  my  ears  are  straining  hard 
For  wheels  upon  the  ground. 

And  now  I'll  rock  you  on  my  breast, 
The  coffin-cart  is  nigh, 
And,  och,  ochone,  in  Famine  Pit 
This  night  my  dead  will  lie. 
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A  CRADLE   SONG 

YOU  are  tired  now,  O  my  stoirin 
And  'tis  time  wee  folk  were  grouping 
On  white  horses  to  go  trooping, 
All  trooping  down  the  boreen, 
Husho  mo  stoirin. 

There  I  mount  you,  O  my  stoirin 
On  a  saddle  of  white  spinning 
And  the  race  you  may  be  winning, 
The  race  all  down  the  boreen, 
Husho  mo  stoirin. 

Where  they're  piping,  O  my  stoirin 
Follow,  follow,  on  their  glances, 
Hear  their  piping,  dance  their  dances, 
Piping,  dancing  down  the  boreen, 
Husho  mo  stoirin. 
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SLAN  LEAT 

Brown  ballads  of  Connacht, 
Grey  ranns  of  the  sidhe, 
What  dreams  the  folk  cradle 
A  way  by  the  sea, 
Are  wound  from  my  bobbin 
My  frieze  is  now  spun, 
No  more  will  the  shuttle 
Along  the  loom  run. 

Pve  sported  my  plumage 
And  had  my  cock-crow — 
Blow  out  the  dip  candle 
A  nd  leave  my  Peep  Show. 


